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Dead Letters 
O n c e a year o r so, w h e n n o t h i n g else 
seems to i n s p i r e m e , 
f l i p t h r o u g h m y m o t h e r ' s a n d father 's 
h a n d w r i t t e n letters , 
father 's i n e d u c a t e d E n g l i s h , 
m o t h e r ' s i n K a n n a d a , h e r m o t h e r t o n g u e . 
M y father 's letters are p o l i t e w i t h a s l ight edge 
o r u n d e r s t a t e m e n t to serve the o c c a s i o n , 
l e a d i n g m e to c o n c l u s i o n s h e w i s h e d that I s h o u l d draw. 
I n o n e h e w r i t e s — 
yesterday w h i l e g e t t i n g o u t o f the car, I f e l l , 
y o u r d o c t o r sister t o o k care o f m e , 
p r e s c r i b e d b e d rest a n d p a i n k i l l e r s , 
I ' l l n o t be ab le to w a l k for weeks, 
b u t n o n e e d to w o r r y i n s u c h a far away p l a c e , 
I m u s t take care , w a l k w i t h h e l p 
so h a r d to find these days. B e w e l l . 
M y m o t h e r ' s are a l l d i r e c t assau l t s— 
I've g r o w n i n e x o r a b l y sad w i t h o u t y o u , 
o f a l l m y sons, y o u were s p e c i a l , 
b u t you 've f o r s a k e n m e , 
I must ' ve d o n e s o m e t h i n g te r r ib le 
to deserve s u c h a curse . 
I r e a d t h e m t i m e a n d a g a i n , 
father 's c i r c u m s t a n c e a n d m o t h e r ' s barrage , 
for I too have c h i l d r e n g r o w i n g b u s i l y away, 
n e e d space to stack u p against 
the i n e v i t a b l e gaps a n d h o l e s t h e y ' l l create . 
So I try to t h r o w away the letters o f the d e a d , 
t e l l i n g myse l f that o n e o r two saved 
is e n o u g h o f t h e i r n a g g i n g selves. 
T h e n I see i n m y father 's w r i t i n g the u n s a i d , 
s c r i p t e d curves h o l d i n g b a c k despair , 
i n m y m o t h e r ' s i n k — h e s i t a n t s c r i b b l e the t h o u g h t 
s c a n n i n g the shape o f a s low a l p h a b e t , 
as i f she s h o o k the p e n to squeeze m o r e 
to r u n l i k e r a i n i n a g u l l y o f d r o u g h t . 
p u t the letters b a c k i n the drawer , 
t h i n k o f the t i m e they l e d m e , 
m y c h i l d i s h flank s c r a p i n g against h i s s t r ide , 
m y h a n d f l i r t i n g w i t h h e r s i l k e n p a l m , 
across the streets w i t h w o r d s l i v e d for. 
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